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SCENE I. The Cobler's Houſe, 
obſon and Nell. 
Nell. R'Y THEE, good Jobſon, ſtay with me 
to-night, ang for once make _— at 
home, 

Jeb. Peace, peace, you jade, and go to ſpin; for 
if I lack any thread for my ſtitching, I will puniſh 
you by virtue of my ſovereign authority. 

Nell. Ay, marry, no doubt of that; whilſt you 
take your ſwing at the alehouſe,. ſpend your ſub- 
ſtance, get drunk as a beaſt, then come home like 
a ſot, and uſe one like a dog. 

7-b. Nounz! do you prate ? Why, how now, 
* -n-face, do you ſpeak ill of the government ? 
Don't you know, huſſey, that I am king in my own 
* and that this is treaſon againſt my majeſty ? 

+ Did ever one hear ſuch ſtuff But I pray 
Se — obſon, don't go to the alehouſe to- night. 

Jö. Well, I'll humour you for once: but don't 
row ſaucy upon't; for I am invited by Sir John 
Loveruie's butler, and am to be princely drunk 
with punch at the hall-place; we ſhall have a bowl 
barge enough to ſwim ins 
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Nell. But they ſay, huſband, the new lady will 
not ſuffer a ſtranger to enter her doors; ſhe grudges 
even a draught of ſmall-beer to her own ſervants; 
and ſeveral of the tenants have come home with 
broken heads from her ladyſhip's own hands, only 
for ſmelling ſtrong beer in the houſe. 

Jab. A pox on her for a fanatical jade! She hin 
almoſt diſtracted the good knight: but ſhe's now 
abroad feaſting with ber relations, and will ſcarce 
come home to-night; and we are to have much 
drink, a fiddle, and merry gambols. 

Nell. O dear huſband ! let me go with you, we'll 
be as merry as the night's long. 

Jeb. Why how now, you bold baggage ! would 
you be carried to a company of ſmooth-fac'd, eat- 
ing, drinking, lazy ſerving- men! No, no you jade, 
I'll not be a cuckold. 

Nell. I'm ſure they would make me welcome z 
you promis'd I ſhould ſee the houſe, and the family 
has not been here before, ſince you marry'd and 
brought me home. 

Jeb. Why, thou moſt audacious ſtrumpet, dar'ft 


thou diſpute with me, thy lord and maſter ? Get in 
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and ſpin, or elſe my trap ſhall wind about thy ribs 
moſt confoundedly. * 


AIR I. The Tuitcher. 


He that has the he <vife, 
She's the plague of bis life; 
But for her that wwill ſcold and will quarrel, 
Let him cut her off ſhort ' 
Of ber meat and ber ſport, ; 
And ten times a day hoop her barrel, brave boys, 
And ten times a"day hoop ber barrel. «| 
Nell. Well, we poor women muſt always be ſlaves, 
and never have any joy; but you, men run and 
ramble at your pleaſure. | 
Fob, Why, you moſt peſtilent baggage, will you 
be hoop'd ? Be gone. 
Well. I muſt obey. Going. 
Fob. Stay! now I think on't, here's ſixpence 
for you, get ale and apples, ſtrerch and puff thy- 
ſelf up with lambs-wool, rejoice and revel by thy- 
felf, be drunk and wallow in thy own ſtye, like a 
grumbling ſow as thou art. 
H: that has the beſt wifes 
She s the plague of bis life, &e. 


SCENE II. Sir John's. 
Butier, Cook, Footman, Coachman, Lucy, 
Lettice, E.. 

Bat. I would the blind fildler and our dancing 
neighbours were here, that we might rejoice a lit- 
tle, while our termagant Jady is abroad;. 1 have 
made a moſt vereiga bowl of punch. : 

Lucy. We had need rejoice ſometimes, for our 
- Cevilith new lady will never ſuffer it in her hearing. 

But, I will maintain, there is more mirth in a 
galley, than in eur family: Our maſter indeed is 
the worthieſt gentleman — nothing but ſweetneſs 
and liberalitv. | 

Feot. But here's a houſe turn'd topſy-turvy, from 
keaven to hell, ſince ſc came hither. 

Lucy. His former lady was all virtue and mildneſs. 

But. Ay, reſt her foul, ſhe was ſo; but this is 


\Exeunt. 


infpir'd with a legion of devils, who make her lay | 


about her like a fury. 

Lucy. I am ſure I always feel her in my bones: 
}f her complexion don't pleaſe her, or ihe looks 
yellow in a morning, I am fure to look black and 
blue for it before night. 

Cook, Pox on her! I dare not come within her 
reach. I have ſome fix broken heads already. A 
lady, quotha ! a ſhe-bear is a civiller animal. 

Feet. Heaven help my poor maſter! this deviliſh 
termagant ſcolding woman will be the death of 
him; I never ſaw a man ſo altered all the days of 
my life, 

Cork. There's a perpetual motion in that tongue 
of hers, and-a damn'd fhrill pipe, enough to break 
the drum of a man's ear. 


Enter blind Fiddler, Jobſon, and Neighbours. 


But, Welcome, welcome all; this is our wiſh. 
Honeſt old rcquaintance, goodman Jobſon ! how 
doſt thou ? ; 80 | 

Fob. By my troth I am always ſharp ſet towards 
punch, and am now come with a firm reſolution, 
though but a poor cobler, to be as richly drunk as 
a lord; lam a true Engliſh heart, and look upon 
drunkennets as the beſt part of the liberty of the 
ſubject. 

Bur. Come, Jobſon, we'll bring out our bowl of 
punch in folemn proceſſion; and then for a ſong to 
crown our happineſs, 


[They all go out, and return with a bow! of punch. 
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AIR TI. Charles of Sweden. 
Come, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Crown this night with pleaſure 

Let none at cares of life repine, 
To deftroy our pleaſure : 

Fill up the mighty ſparkling bow!, 

| That ewv'ry true and loyal ſoul 

May drink and fing without controul, 
To ſupport cur pleaſure. 

T hus, mighty Bacchus, fhalt thou be 
Guards of our pleaſure z 

That under thy protetion cue 
May enjoy new pleaſure. 

Hind as the hours glide away, 

We'll in thy name invoke their flay, 
And ing thy praiſer, that awe may 
Live Jo; die with pleaſure. 

But. The king and the royal family in a brim, 
mer. ; 


. 
Here's a good bealib to the tirg, 
And ſend bim a priſperous reign ; 
O'er bills and high meuntains, 
Well drink dry the fluntaim, 
Until the ſan riſes again, brave boyty 
Until the ſun riſes again. 
Then here s to thee, my bry leon, 
And bere's to thee, my bey boon 3 
As we've tarry'd all day 
For to drink down the jun, 
Fo abel tarry and drink down the moon, bravely, 
So we'll tarry and drink down the moon. 
[Omnes huzza! 
Fnter Sir John, and Lady. 

Lady. O heaven and earth! What here's within 
my doors? Is hell broke looſe? What troops of 
fiends are here ? Sirrah, you impudent raſcal, ſpeak! 

Sir Jobn. For ſhame, my dear—As this is a time 
of mirth and jollity, it has always been the cuſtom 
of my houſe, to give my ſervants liberty in this 
ſeaſon, and to treat my country neighbours ; that 
with innocent ſports they may divert themſelves. 


Lady. I ſay, meddle with your own affairs; 1 will 


| govern my own houfe without your putting in an 


oar. Shall I aſk leave to correct my own ſervants ? 

Sir Jot n. I thought, Madam, this had been my 
houſe, and theſe my tenants and ſervants. 

Lady. Did I bring a fortune, to be thus abus d 
and ſnub'd before people? Do you call my autho- 
rity in queſtion, ungrateful man? Look you to 
your dogs and horſes abroad, but it ſhall be my 
province to govern here; nor will I be controul'd 
by cer a hunting, hawking knight in chriſtendom, 

", IV. 
Sir John. Ye gods! you gave te me @ <vife, 
Out of your grace and fawour, 
To be the comfort of my life, 
And I was glad te bave ber ; 
But if your providence divine 
Fer greater bliſs deſign ber, 
To obey your coil, at any time, 
I'm ready to refign her. 
This it is to be married ta a continual tempeſt; 
rife and noiſe, canting and hypocriſy, are eternally 
afloat— Tis impoſſible to bear it long. 

Lady. Ye filthy ſcoundrels, and odious jades, I l 
teach vou to junket thus, and teal my proviſions; 
I ſhal! be devour'd at this rate. 

But. I thought, Madam, we might be merry 
once upon a holiday. 

Lade. Holiday, you popiſh cur! is one day me 
holy than another? and if it be, you'll be ſure to 


get drunk upon it, you rogue. [ Beats bim.] You 
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minx, you impucent flirt, are you jigging it after an 

wominable fiagdie ? all dancing is wheriſh, hutley. 
[Lags ber by the ears. 

Lucy. O lud ! ſhe has pull'd off both my ears. 

Sir Jobn. Pray, Madam, conſider your ſex and 
guality ; I bluſh for your behaviour. 

Lady. Confider your incapacity; you ſhall not in- | 
tru me. Who are you thus muffled, you buzzard? 
[ She beats m ail, jobfon ftea/s by. | 

Jeb. Iam an honeſt, Plain plalm-finging — 
Madim; if your ladythip would but go to church, 
jou might hear me above all the reſt there. 

Lady. Vil try thy voice here firſt, villain. 

[ Strikes bim. 

Jeb. Nounz ! what a pox, what a devil ails you? 

Lady. O profane wretch ! wicked varlet ! | 

Sir Fobn. For ſhame | your behaviour is mon- 
frous ! 

Lady. was ever poor lady ſo miſerable in a bru-| 
tiſh huſband as 1 am ! I that am fo pious and fo re- 
ligious a woman! ' 

Jeb. | r that bas the beſt cvife, 

"s the plague of bis life, 
But for ber that will ſcold and will 775 

XI. 


Lady. O rogue, ſcoundrel, villain! 

dir Jobn. Remember modeſty. 

Lady. I'll rout you all with a vengeance, ÞI ll 
ſpoil your ſqueaking treble. | 

[ Beats the fiddle about the blind man's bead. 

Fid. O murder, murder! 1 am a dark man, 
which way ſhall 1 get hence? Oh heaven! ſhe has 
broke my fiddle, and undone me, and my wiie and 
children. 


eee 


3 
and *tis fo dark, that I can't poſſubly find my way 
home; and knowing your worthip's hoſpitality, 
defire the fayour tv be harbour'd under your roof 


. to-night, 


Lady. Out of my houle, you lewd conjuror, you 
magician. ; 

D:4. Here's a turn — Here's a change — Well, 
if I have any art, ye ſhall ſmart for this. [| Afide. 

Sir Fohn. You ee, triend, I am not maſter of 
my own houſe ;, therefore, to avoid any uneaſineſs, 
go down the lane about a quarter of a mile, and 
you'll ſee a cobler's cottage 3 ſtay there a little, and 
JU ſend my tervant to conduct you to a tenant's 
houſe, where you'll be well entertain'd. 

Doci. I thank vou, Sir; I'm your moſt humble 
ſervant. —-But as tor your lady there, ſhe ſhall this 
night feel my reſentment. [ Exit. 

Sir Fobn, Come, Madam, you and I muſt have 
ſome conference together. | 

Lady. Yes, | wil have a conference, and a re- 
formation too, in this houſe, or I'll turn it upſide 
down I will. 

AIR VI. Contented Country Farmer. 
Sir John. Grant me, ye pur, but this requeſhy 
Ard let who will the world conteſt; 
Convey ber to ſeme diſtant ſhore, 
Where I may ne er behold ber mere; 
Or let me te ſome cottage fly, 
In freedem's arms to live and die. 
[Exeante 
SCENE UI. The Cobler's. 
Nell, and tbe Doctor. 
Nell. Pray, Sir, mend your draught, if yow 


\ 


Sir Jobn. Here, poor fellow, take your ſtaff and 


de gone: There's money to buy you two ſuch 3 


that's your way. | [Exit Fiddler. 

Lady. Methinks you are very liberal, Sir; muſt 
my eſtate maintain you in your protuſeneſs ? 

Sir Jaba. Go up to your clotet, pray, and com- 
zoſe your mind. 

Lady. O wicked man l to bid me pray, 

Sir Jabs. A man can't be completely curſt, I 
ſee, without marriage; but fince there is tuch a 
thing as a ſeparate maintenance, ſhe thall tu-mor- 
row enjoy the beneſit of it. 

AIR V. Or all Comforts I nuſcarry'd. 
Of the flates in life jo various, 
Marriage, ſure, is moſt precarious ; 
"Tis a maze ſo ſtrangely winding, 
Still wwe are new muzes finding; 
"Tis an action jo ſevere, 
17 bat nought but death can ſet ws clrar, 
Happy's the man, from <vedleci frees 
Wee knotos to prize bis liberty : 
Were men wary 
How they marry, 
We fpeuld not be by balf fo full of miſery. 
% { Knocking at the door. 
Here, where are my ſervants? Mutt they be frighted 
from me - Within there—See who knocks. 

Lady. Within there.—. Where are my fluts? Ye 

abs, ye queans—Lights there. 
Enter Servants, ſneaking, with Candles. 

But. Sir, it is a doctor that lives teu miles off: 
de practiſes phy ſie, and is an aſtrologer; your wor- 
ſhip knows him very weil, he is a cunning man, 
mixes almanacks, and can help people to their 
20s again. 

Enter Doctor. 
Dec. Sir, I humbly beg your honour's pardon 
Ser this unieaſouable intrulion „ but 1 am benighted, 


pleaſe : you are very welcome, Sit. 

De#. Thank you heartily, good woman; and, 
to requite your civility, I'll tell you your fortune. 

Neil. O, pray do, Sir; I never had my fortune 
told me in my life. 

Dec. Let me behold the lines of your face. 

Nell. I'm afraid, vir, tis none of the cleaneſt ; 
I have been about dirty work all this Cy. 

D:#. Come, come, tis a good face, be not 
aſham'd af it; you ſhall ſhew it in greater places 
ſuddenly, | 

Nell. O dear, Sir, I ſhall be mightily aſham'd ; 
] want *dacity when I come before great folks. 

Ded. you mult be confident, and fear nothing; 
there is much happinets attends you. 

Nell. Oh me! this is a rare man; heav'n be 
thank'd. 

Dect. To-morrow, before ſun-riſe, you ſhall be 
the happieſt woman in this county. 

Nell. How, by to-morrow ! Alack-a-day ! Sis, 
how can that be ? ; 

D:#. No more ſhall you be trouble] with a ſurly 
huſband, that rails at and traps you. 

Nell. Lud! how came he to know that? he 

; mult be a conjuror !—-Indeed my huſband is ſome- 
, what rugged, and in his cups will beat ine, but it 
is nat much; he's an honeſt pains-taking many 
and I let him have his way. Pray, Sir, take 
tother cup of ale. 

Def. I thank you, Believe me, to-morrow you 
mall be the richeſt woinan i th' hundred, and ride 
in your own coach. 

' Nell. © father] you jeer me. 

| Dif, By my art! I do not. But mark my 

worde, be confident, and bear all out, or worſe 

| wiil How. 

F Never fear, Sir, I warrant you—0 gemini! 
2 GU. .. 


t 
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AIR VII. Send Home my long-ſtray'd Ewes. 
My felling heart now leaps for joy, | 
And riches all my thoughts employ 
No mere ſpall people call me Nell, 
Her ladyſpip will de as well ; 
Deck'd iu my golden rich array, 
I'll in my chariot roll away, 
And ſpine at ring, at bali, and play. 

Enter Jobion. 
Fob, Where is this quean ? Here, Nell! What 
2 pox are you drunk with your lambs-wool ? 

Nell. O huſband ! here's the rareſt man—he has 
told me my fortune. 

Jeb. Has he ſo ! and planted my fortune too, a 
Infty pair of horns upon my head-——-Eh ! 
4s't not ſo ? 

Dec. Thy wife is a virtuous woman, and thou'lt 
be bappy- 

Fob. Come out, you hang-dog, you juggler, you 
cheating, bamboozling villain, muſt I be cuckolded 
by ſuch à rogue as you are; mackmaticians, and 
almanack-miakers ! 

Nell. Pr 'ythee peace, huſhand, we ſhall be rich, 


and have à coach of our own. 


ö 
Fob. A coach! a cart, a wheel-barrow, you jade. 


hy the mackin, ſhe's drunk, bloody drunk, 
molt contoundedly drunk. —— Get you to bed, you 
ttrumpet. " [Beats ber. 

Nell. O mercy on us! Is this a taſte of my good 
fortune ? | 

D:#. You had better not have touch'd her, you 
ſurly rogue. | 

J.. Out of my houfe, you villain, or I'll run 
my awl up ta the handle in your buttocks, 

Docr. Farcwe!, you paltry flavcs 


Jeb. Get out, you rogue. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. Charges to an ren Country. 
Doctor ſolu:. 
VIII. The Spirit's Song in Macbeth. 
My little ſpirits, now appear, 
Nad ier and Abifhr , 4. av near. 
The tine is ſhort, make no delay, 
Then quickly baſte, and come aavay : 
Ner moon, mr flars, afford their tight, 
But ail is wprapt in gloomy night : 
Beth men and beafts te reſt incline, 
' Ard all things favour my defipn. 
Spirits. in.] Say, matter, what is to be done? 
Dutt. My ftrict commands be ſure attend, 
For cre this night ſhall bade an end, 
Yeu muſt this cebler's evife tian ſurn, 
Ard to the kright's the like perform x 
With all ycur mef}. ſpecific charms, 
Coney each wife to diff rent arms ; 
Let the deltificn be fo freng, 
Tlat nene may know the right from zurong. 

All tt is xe qwill with care perform, 

in thunder, lighinirg, and a florm. 

Thunder. 
S C EN E changes to the Cobler's Hiuſec 
Jobſon art 4v:rk. The Bed in victo. 

Job. What devil has been abroad to-night ? 1 
never heard luch claps of thunder in my life. I 
thought my little hovel would have flown away; 
but now all is clear again, and a fine ſtar-light 
morning it is. I'll tettle myſelf to work. They 
fay winter's thunder brings ſummer's wonder. 


AIR IX. Charming Sully. 


AIR 


Within 


Of a// the trades from Eaſt is , 
The cobler's paſt rontens: 77 
I likes ix lime, 10 preve the , 
Which ew'ry day is merging 
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How great hit praiſe, 'who can amend 
The ſoles of all his neighbours ; 
| Nor is unmindful of bis end, 


-oY But to bis laſt ftill labours. 


Lady. Hey-day | what impudent ballad-ſinging 
rogue is that, who dares wake me out of my ſleep ? 
I'll have you flead, you raſcal. 


is the drunk till ? [ Sings, 
AIR X. Now ponder well, ye Parents dear, 
I 


In Bath a wvanton wife did dell, 

As Chaucer be did write; ' 
Who wantonly did ſpend Ler time, 

In many a fond aclight. * 
| All en a time ſore fich ſhe was, 

Ard ſbe at length did die; 
And then ber foul at Paradiſe 
Did knock moſt mightily. 

Lady, Why, villain, raical, ſcreech-owl, whs 
makeſt a worſe noiſe than a dog hung in the pales, 
or a hog in a high wind | Where. are all my ſer- 
vants ? Somebody come and hamftring this rogue, 

[ Knocks, 

Fob. Why, how now, you brazen quean ! You 
mutt get drunk with the conjuror, muſt you? Pl! 
give you money another time to ſpend in lambs- 
wool, you ſaucy jade, ſhall I? 

Lady. Monftrous ! 1 can find no bell to ring, 
Where are my ſervants ? They ſhall tols him in a 
blanket, 

Jab. Ay, the jade's aſleep ſtill; the conjuror told 
her the ſhould keep her coach, and ihe is dreaming 
1 her equipage. [ Sings, 


— 


; | 4 \ 
F will come in, in ſpiteg ſhe ſaid, 

07 all ſuch churls as tbee; 

T how art the cauſe of all our paix, 

. Our grief and miſery. 

Thou firſt broke the commandement, 
In honour of thy wife : 

When Adam beard ber ſay theſe words, 
He ran away for life. 

Lady. Why, huſband ! Sir john ! will you ſuffer 
me to be thus inſulted ? 
| Fob. Huſband ! Sir John! What a pox, bas ſhe 
knighted me? And my name's Zekel too; a good 
jeſt, taith! 

Lady. Ha! he's gone, he is not in the bed. 
Heav'n ! where am I? Foh ! what lothiome ſmells 
are here] Canvas ſacets, and a filthy ragged cur- 
tain ; a beaftly rug, and a flock-bed. Am 1 awake, 
or is it all a dream? What rogue is that? Sirrab 
Where am 1? Who brought me hither ? What 
raſcal are you? 

Feb. This is amazing, I never heard ſuch words 
from her before. If 1 take my ſtrap to you, I 
make you know your huſband, I'll teach you bet- 
ter manners, you ſaucy drab. 

Lady. Oh aſtonithing impudence ! You my huſ- 
band, firrah ? I'll have you hang'd, you rogue; 
i'm a lady. Let me know who has given me 4 
| Geeping-draught, and convey's me hither, you 
dirty vatl*t. 
| Fob. A ſlecping-draught! yes, you drunken 
jade, you had a flzeping-draught with a pox to you 
What, has not your lambs-wool done working yer? 

Lady. Where am 1? Where has my viilained 
huſbaad put me? Lucy! Lectice! Where are My 
| gqueans ? X 

Jeb. Ha, ha, ha! what does the call her mas 
too? The conjuror has made her mas as web 4 
z drunk, * 


' Fob. What a pox, does the talk in her ſleep? or 
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Lady. He talks of conjurors; ſure I am be- Am I on a bed? The ſheets are ſarſenet ſure, no 
witched, Ha ! what clothes are here? a linſey- linen ever was ſo fine. What a gay, filken robe 
woolſey gown, a callico hood, a red baize petticoat : have I got! O heaven! I dream ! Yet if this be 

ing I am removed from my own houle by witchcraft. a dream, I would not wiſh to wake again. Sure 


— 


ep? What muſt J do? What will become of me? [ died laſt night, and went to heaven, and this is it. 
[ Horns wind evithout. Enter Lucy. 
or Job. Hark! the hunters and the merry horns | Lacy. Now muſt I wake an alarm that will no 


19s. MW. are abroad, Why, Nell, you lazy jade, tis break | lie ſill again till midnight, at ſooneſt 3 the firſt 
ar. of day; to work, to work : come, and ſpin, you | greeting, I ſuppoſe, will be jade or whore, Madam! 
drab, or I'll tar. your hide for you! What a pox, Madam! 
muſt I be at work two hours before you in a| Vell. O gemini! who's this? What doſt ſay, 


morning ? ſwectheart ? 
Lady. Why, firrah, thou impudent villain ; doſt Lucy. Sweetheart! Oh lud, ſweetheart! the beſt 
„chou not know me, you rogue? names I have had theſe three months from her, 


Jab. Know you? yes, I know you well enough, have been ſlut, or whore. —- What gown and ruffles 
and I'll make you know me betore I have done | will your ladyſhip wear to-day ? 
with you. | Nell. What does ſhe mean Ladyſhip! Gown 
Lady. I am Sir John Loverule's lady; how came and ruffles! Sure I am awake: Oh! I remember 
who W 1 here ? the cunning-man now. 
ales, Jeb. Sir John Loverule's lady! no, Nell, not] Lucy. Did your ladyſhip ſpeak ? 
ſer- MW quite ſo bad neither; that damn'd ſtingy, fanatick | Nell, Ay, child, I'll wear the ſame I did yeſ» 
gue, MW whore, plagues every one that comes near her; the | terday. a 


ks. hole country curſes her. Lucy. Mercy upon me — child Here's a 
Vou Lady. Nay, then, I'il hold no longer; you | miracle 

Tu rogue, you inſolent villain, I'll teach you better | Enter Lettice: | 

nbs- W manners. Let. Is my lady awake? Have you had her ſhoe 


[ Flings the bedſtiaff and other things at him. | or her flipper flung at your head yet ? AX 
Ing, Jeb. This is more than ever I ſaw by her; ] Lucy. Oh no, I'm overjoy'd ; ſhe's in the kindeſt 
in 2 never had an ill word from her before, Come, | humour! go to the bed and ſpeak to her, now 18 
ſtrap, I'll try your mettle ; I'li ſober you, 1 war- your time, 
rant you, quean. [ He ftraps her, ſpe flies at bim. Let. Now's my time! what to have another 
Lady, I'll pull your throat out; I'll tear ont tooth heat out Madam 
your eyes; 1 am a lady, ſirrah. Oh murder! mur- | Nell. What doſt ſay, my dear father! 
der! Sir John Loverule will hang you for this. | what would ſhe have? 
Murder! murder ! | Let. What work would your ladyſhip pleaſe to 
Fob. Come, huſſey, leave fooling, and come to | have done to-day ? Shall I work plain-work, or go 
your ſpinning, or elſe I'll lamb you, you ne'er was | © my ſtitching ? ; 
ſo lamb'd ſince you were an inch long. Take it | Neil Work, child! 'tis holiday. No work to- 
up, you jade. [ She ftings it dewwn, be ſtraps ber. day. 


Lady. Hold, hold, III do any thing. ( Let. Oh mercy! am I, or ſhe awake? or do we 
Job. Oh! I thought I ſhouid bring you to your- both dream Here's a beft change 
: ſelf again. Lucy. If it continues we ſhall be a happy family 
uffet Lady. What ſhall I do? I can't ſpin. [Afide, | Let. Your ladyſhip's chocolate is ready. 
Fob. I'll into my ſtall; 'tis broad day now. Nell. Mercy on me! what's that? ſome gar- 
s ſhe [Works and ſings. | ment, I ſuppoſe. [ Aſde. Put it on then, ſweets 
good AIR XI. Come, let us prepare. heart. : 
Let matters of ſtate 1 Let. Put it on, Madam! I have taken it offs 
ded. Diſquiet the great, : "tis agady to drink. 
mel! The cob ler has nought - perplex im 3 Nitt I mean, put it by 5 I don't che for drink- 
Co Has nought but his wife ing now. 
rake, To ruffle bis life, Enter Cas. 
rah And ber be can ſirap if ſhe vex bim ; Cook, Now go I like a bear to the ſtake, to know 
What He's out of the poww'r her ſcurvy ladyſhip's commands about dinner. How 
Of Fortune, that whore, many raſcally names muſt I be calt'd ? 
ew Since low as can be ſhe has thruſt bim: Let, Oh, John Cook ! yog'll be out of your wits 
, 11 From dung be's ſecure; to find my lady in ſo ſweet a temper. 
| bet- . For being ſe poor, Cook. What a devil, are they all mad ? 
1 There's none to be frund that will truſt him. Lucy. Madam, here's the cook come about dinner. 
u Heyday, I think the jade's brain is turn d- What, | Nel. Oh! there's a fine, cook! He looks like 
Se have you forgot to ſpin, huſley ? ane of your gentlefolks. | Aſide. Indeed, honeſt 
we Lady. But I have not forgot to run. I'll e'en | man, I'm very hungry now; pray get me a raſher 
you try my feet; I ſhall find ſomebody in the town, | upon the coals, a piece of one milk cheeſe, and 
* fire, that will ſuccour me. [ She runs out. ſome white bread. | 
W Jeb. What, does ſhe run for it! Il after her. Cook. Hey What's to do here? my head turn 
"ny [ He runs out. | round. Honeſt man! 1 look'd for rogue or raſcal, 
2 SCENE changes to Sir John's Houſe; Nell in} at leaſt. She's ſtrangely changed in her diet, as 
: mf Bed. well as her humour. | Aſide. |—I'm afraid, Ma- 
1 Nell. What pleaſant dreams I have had to-night!] dam, cheeſe and bacon will fit very heavy on your 
ä metnought J was in paradiſe, upon a bed of violets | adyfthip's ſtomach, in a- morning. If you pleaſe, 
ot 1 214 rotes, and the ſweeteſt huſbaypd by my fide ! | Madam, I'll toſs you up a white fricaſſee of chicks 


Ha!“ bleſs me, where am I now ? What ſweets are j ens in a trice, Madam; or what does. your ladythis 
tels? No garden in the ſpring can equal them: think of a ycal {wegetbiead ? 
” 
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Nell. E'en what you will, good cook. | glaſſes, that ſhew them far unlike themſelves, 
Cost. Good cook ! good cook ! Ah, tis a ſweet whilſt poor folks glafles repreſent them e'en juſt as 
lady! they are. 
Y  Fnter Butler. ATR XIII. When I was a Dame of Honour, 
Oh! kiſs me, Chip, I am out of my wits: we Fine ladies, with an artful grace, 
have the kindeſt, ſweeteſt lady. Diſguiſe each native fra are; 
But. You ſhamming rogue, I think you are out Wriſt ſcatt'ring glaſſes ſhew the face, 
of your wits, all of ye; the maids look merrily As made by art, not nature ; 
too, ® But eve poor folks in beme- ſpun grey, 
Lucy. Here's the butler, Madam, to know your Ey patch nor waſhes tainted, 
ladyſhip's orders. - Lok freſb, and ſeeeter far, than they 
Nell. Oh ! pray, Mr. Butler! let me have ſome "That ſtill are finely painted. 
ſmall beer, when my. breakfaſt comes in. - Lucy. O, Madam! here's my maſter juſt return'g 
But. Mr. Butler! Mr. Butler! 1 ſhall be turn'd | from hunting. A 
into ſtone with amazement. [ Afde.]J—Would not Enter Sir John. 
your ladyſhip rather have a glaſs of Frontiniac, or | Nell. O gemini! This fine gentleman my huſ- 


Lacryme ? band ! 
Nell. O dear! what hard names are there! but | Sir 7b», My dear, I am overjoy'd to ſee my 
I muft not betray myſelt. [ Aſide. ]}—Well, which | family thus tranſported with extaly which you oc- 


you plzaley Mr. Butler. caſioned. 
Emer Coachman. * Nell. Sir, I ſhall always be proud to do eve“: 
But. Go, get you in, and be rejoiced as I am. |thing that may give you delight, or your family ſa- 
Coach. The cook has been making his game IIrisfaction. 
know not how long, What do you banter too? Sir Jobn. By heaven, I am charm'sd ! Dear crea- 
Lucy. Madam, the coachman. ture, if thou continueſt thus, I had rather enjoy 


Coach. I come to know if your ladyſhip goes | thee than the Indies, But can this be real? may 
out to-day ; and which you'll have, the coach or I believe my ſenſes ? 


chariot ? 3 Nell. All that's good above can witnefs for me, 
Meli, Good lack-a-day ! I'll ride in the coach if | I am in earneſt. [ Kneels, 
you pleaſe. Sir Jebn. Rife, my deareſt! Now am I happy; 
Coach. The ſky will fall, that's certain. [| Exit. indeed Where ar my friends, my ler 
ell. I can hardly think I am awake yet. How | vants ? Call em all, and let them. be witneſſes of 
well pleaſed they all ſeem to wait upon me! CI my happineſs. E vie, C [ol 
notable cunning-man! My head turns round; II Nel. O rare ſweet man ! he ſmells all over like Ne. 
am quite giddy with my own happineſs. a noſegay.— Heaven preſerve my wits. Sir Joh. 
| XY al R e ee News 
AIR. XII. What tho' I am a Country Laſs. | AIR XIV. "Twas within a Furlong, &c. ; 
1 % * 1 „ id * ? 7 A , e 
71% late I was à cobler's Tifez Nell. © c/ armins r OY 1% haſt been wow 
In cottage moſt obſcure-a ; i d' _ hand, . 
>: ; F f 55 „ 
1: plain ftuff-grwwn, and ſtort-car d C01! » Ard all thy gelden Vo 7 44 * ug fr eve rue, i na; K. * Sh 
Hard labyur did endure-e : ” Ten theuſand tr wnifports avaity of 
, , » . o Ag; 1 A 
The ſcene is chang'd, I'm alter'd quite, To rown my happy ftat £ ! 
nd from peor bun:bie Nell-a, Thus kiſs d, and preſs dy \.') 
* | 3 J Wenne 
I'll learn ts dance, to read, and torite, Ana 40. þ ly bleſs d , 
And frem all bear the bell-a, [Exit. In ail this p<rp and ſtate, * Joh 
Enter Sir John, m ting bis & t New frenes of joy N er eil 5 
P . 5 12 EW f Nelt. 
54 > app Sa yg $ Which fill me roith ſurpriſe ! 
at. O, Sir! here's the rareſt news! 55 *. 
4 by a . My rock, and veel, 
Lucy. There never was the like, Sir; you'll be | MI od 
overjoy'd and amaz'd. | , i me Lady 
82 2 , 11 7 5 | And HA 1 4e 3 . 
Sir John. What, are ye mad ! What's the mat- VVV ba, by 
. : % . Fe i 4 ve Ty IF 7910 Nv 2 4 a N 
ter with ye? How now ! here's a new face in my Thy cebblieg fil purſue hate 
family; what's the meaning of all this? FR EY CGD ns LES WE og. % ans La. 
% 1 « - . '» . ? ! 7 ence «+C 41s Ae Caiilict, Ac, RS} wrwll Ae. bu 1 25, 3 
But, Oh, Sir! the family's turn'd upſide down. | 
We are al:noſt diſtracted; the happieſt people! S CEN T, foblon's Hoeuſe. Je. 
Lucy. Ay, my lady, Sir, my lady. Enter lady. | 
Sir Fobn, What, is the dead? | Was ever lady yet ſo miſ-;able! I can't make Ledy 
But. Dead! Heaven torbid ! O, ſhe's the veſt) one ſoul in the village acknowledge me; they (vr 
woman, the ſweeteſt lady! {are all in tkecontpiracy, This wicked huſband of Foot, 
Sir Fobn., This is aftoniſhing! I mutt go and} mine has id a desiliſh plot azainft me; 1 mutt a! EX WAY 
enquire into this wonder. If this be true, I ſhall | preſent ſubmit, that 1 may hereafter have an 6/- Lady 
rejoice indeed ! | porrunity ot executing my deſign. Here comes the r* 
* 5 „1 . * * . 7 
Bur. Tis true, Sir, upon my honour. Long live! rogue: I H have him ſtrangled; but I mull yield. Lucy 
Sir John and my lady! huzza ! | | Enten Jobſon. tered y 
3 Exber Nell. c Fes. Come on, Nell, art thou come to thycelt Lady 
Net, 1 well remember the cunning-man warned | et? t 
me to bear all out with confidence, or worſe, he L any. Yes, I thank you, I wonder what 1 ail; 
faid, would follow. 1 am aſham'd, and know not } this cunning men has pat powder in my drink moſt I: 'F 
what to do with all this ceremony: 1am amaz'd, | certainly. OF +} 
and out of my fenſes. I look'd in the glaſs, and} Jeb. Powder! the brewer put good fore of Lady 
ſaw a gay fine thing I knew not; m thought my | powder of malt in it, that's all. Powder, quot r 22: 
face was nog at all like that I have ſeca ar home | the ! Ha, ha, ha! ; Let, 


in a piece of looking-glafs, faſtened upon the cup- g Lady. I never was fo all the days of my life. 
board. But great ladies, they ſay, have ſlattering! Feb, Was ſo; nv, nor 1 kope ne'cr will be. 0 þ 7 
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zun, to put me to the trouble of ſtrapping you ſo 
nilifhly. 

Jady. I'll have that right-hand cut off for that, 
1.11% { Afide. ] You was unmerciful, to bruiſe me ſo. 

9,4, Well, I'm going to Sir John Loverule's ; 
[his tenants are invited; there's to be rare feait- 
g and revelling, and open houſe kept for three 
months. 

Lady. Huſband, ſhan't I go with you? 

Jeb. What the devil ails thee now ? did I not 
tel thee but yeſterday, 1 would ſtrap thee for de- 
dung to go, and art thou at it again with a pag? | 

Lady. What does the villiin mean by ſtrapping, 
Nd veſterday? 

7,5, Why, I have been married but fix weeks, 
1 you long to make me a cuckold already. Stay 
home and be hang'd ; there's good cold pie in 
the cupboard, but I'll trujt thee no more with 
Fong beer, huitey. [ Exit. 

Lady. Well, I'll not be long after you; ture 1 
tall get ſome of my own family to know me, they 
(1't be all in this wicked plot. [LExit. 

SCENE, Sir John's. 
Sir John and Company enter. 
AIR XV. Duetto, 
Sr John. Vas ever man poſſeſt of 
So ſeoeet, ſo kind a wife ! 
Dear Sir, yen make me proud: 
Be you but kind, 
And you ſhall find 
All the goes I can braft of 
Shall end but with my life. 
Sc John. Give me thy flips; 
Nell, Firft let me, dedy Sir, wipe em; 
vr John. Jas ever ſo ſroeet a wife! [| Kiſſing her. 
Reco * T ban you, dear Sir! 
I vw and proteſt, 
I neer as ſe kiſt ; 
gain, Sir! 
John. Again, and again, my deareſt; 
O may it laſt for life! 
What joy thus to enfuld thee! 
ul, What pleaſure to BeH, theey 

PFucl/in'd again to hiſs ! 

Hox raviſbing tbe bliſs ! 

I !irtle thought, this morning, 

"TIveuid ever come te this. 

Enter Lady. 

Lady. Here's a fine rout and rioting! You, fir- 

„ butler, you rogue. 


Nell. 


dr John. 
Nelli. 
[Da Capo. 
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it. Why how now! Who are vou? 
Lacy. Impudent varlet! don't you know your | 


Jr, Lady! here, turn this mad woman out of 


. | 
Lady. You raſcal, take that, ſirrah. | 
[ Flings a g/aſs at im. | 
Fot. Have a care, huſſey, there's a good pump 
„out, we ſhall cool your courage for vou. 
Lady. You, Lucy, have you forgot me too, you 
rar 
Lucy. Forgot you, woman! why Innerer remem- 
ed You, I never law vou before in my life. | 
Lady. Oh the wicked ſlut! I'll give you cauſe to 
Frember me, I will, hufiey. ; | 
iP wits ber headcloils off. | 
Leer. Murder! murder! help“ | 
Je. „. How now! what uproar's this? g 


' F . 5 | 
Lady. Yon, Lettice, you flut, won't you know | 


t neicher? [ Strikes ber. 
Ler, Help, help! f 
Tn, What's to do there ? | 

br, hv, Sir, heze's a mad- woman calls her- 


* 
ladv, 
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ſelf my lady, and is beating and cuffing us all 
round. 

Sir Jabn. | To Lady.] Thou my wife! poor crea- 
ture, I pity thee, I never ſaw thee before. 

Lady. Then it is in vain to expect redreſs from 
thee, thou wicked contriver of all my miſery. 

Nell. Haw am I amaz'd | can that be 1, there 
in my cloaths, that have made all this diſturbance? 
and yet I am here, to my thinking, in thiſe fine 
cloaths. How can this be? 1 am ſo confounded 
and affrighted, that I begin to with I was with 
Zeke! Jobſon again. 

Lady. To whom ſhall J apply myfelf, or whithee 
can I fly? Heav'n! what do I ſee? Is not that I, 
yonder, in my gown and petticoat I wore yeſter- 
day? how can it be? 1 cannot be in two places at 
once. . 

Sir FJeba. Poor wretch | She's ſtark mad. 

Lady. What, in the devil's name, was I here 
before I came? Let me look in the glaſs. ' Oh, 
heavens! I am aſtoniſh'd, 1 don't know myſelf! 
If this be I that the glaſs ſhews me, I never ſaw 
myſelf before. | 

Sir Jabn. What incoherent madneſs is this! 

Enter Jobſon. 


Lady. There, that's the devil in my likeneſs, 
who bas robb'd me of my countenance, Is he 
here too a a es 

Job. Ay, huſſey; and here's my ſtrap, you quean. 

6. O dear! I'm afraid my huſband will beat 
me, that am on t'other fide the room there, 

Jeb. J hope your honours wili pardon her; ſhe 
was drinking with a conjuror laſt night, and has 
been mad ever fince, and calls herſelf my lady 
Loverule. 

Sir John. Poor woman! take care of her: do 
not hurt her, ſhe may be cured of this. . A 

Jeb. Yes, and pleaſe your worſhip, you ſhall fee 
me cure her preſently. Huſſey, do you fee this? 

Nell. O, pray, Zekel, don't beat me! 

Sir Jehn. What ſays my love? Does ſhe infect 
thee with madneſs too? 

Neil. J am not well; pray lead me in. 

[ Exeun; Nell and Maid. 

Job. I beſeech your worſhip, don't take it ill of 
me, ſhe ſhall never trouble you more. 

Sir Jahn. Take her home, and uſe her kindly. 
Lady. What will become of me? 

[ Zxeunt Jobſon 2nd Lady, 


Enter Fonmtman. 

Feot. Sir, the Doctor who call'd here laft night, 
defires you will give him leave to ſpeak a wore or 
two with you, up-n very earneſt buſineſs. 

Sir Jobn, What can this mean? Bring him in. 

Euter Doctor. - 

Dact. Lo! on my knees, Sir, I beg forgiveneſs 
for what I have done, and put my lite into your 
hands. 

Sir Jaln. What mean you? 

. I] have exercis'd nv magic art upon your 

I know you have too much honour to take 
away my lite, fince I might have itill concealec. it, 


had I pleas'd. 


Sir 7;bn. You have now drought me to a glimpſe 
of milery too great to bear. 1s all my har p- ueſs, 
then, turn'd into a viſion cnly? . 

Dic. Sir, I beg you, fear not; if any harm 
comes on it, I freely give you leave to hang me. 

Sir Jabn. Inform me what you have done. 

Decl. 1 have trapsform'd your lady's face fo that 


| ſhe lcems the cobler's wife, and have charmed ber 


face into the ikencts cf my lady's; ans laſt night, 


—_ a — 
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when the ſtorm aroſe, my ſpirits convey'd them to 
each other's bed. 

Sir John. Oh, wretch! thou haſt undone me; I 
am fallen from the height of all my hopes, and 
muſt ſtill be curſt with a tempeſtuous wife, a fury 
waom I never knew quiet fince I had her. 

Dect. If that be all, I can continue the charm 
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for both their lives. 


Sir Fobn. Let the event be what it will, Ill hang 


-you if you do not end the charm this infant; 


Det. I will this minute, Sir; and perhaps you'll 
find it the luckieſt of your life; I can aſſure you, 
vour lady will prove the better for it. 

Sir Jobr. Hold, there's one material circum- 
ſtance I'd know. 

Dec. Your pleaſure, Sir? 

Sir John, Perhaps the cobler has——you un- 
derſtand me 

Do#t. I do aſſure you, no; for ere ſhe was con- 
vey'd to his bed, the cobler was got up to work, 
and he has done nought but beat her ever ſince, 
and vou are like to reap the fruits of his labour. 
He'll be with you in a minute; here he comes, 

Enter Jobſon. 
bn. So, Jobſon, where's your wife? 
Job. Any pleate your worſhip, ſhe's here at the 
door: But indeed I thought I had loſt her juſt now; 
for as ſhe came into the hall, ſhe fell into ſuch a 
iwoon, that I thought the wonld never come out 
on't again; but a tweak or two by the noſe, and 
helf a dozen ftraps, did the buſineſs at lat. Here, 
where are you, houſewife ? 
Enter Lady. 
{ Butler Þolds wp the candle, but lets it fall wwhen 
he ſees her. 

But. O heaven and earth! is this my lady? 

Job. What does he ſay? my wife chang'd to my 
lady ! 

Cork, Ay, I thought the other was too good for 
our lady, 

Lady. [Te Sir John.] Sir, you are the perſon 1 
have moſt offended ; and I here confeſs I have been 
the worſt of wives in every thing, but that J al- 
ways kept myſelf chaſte, If you can vouchſafe 
once more to take me to your boſom, the remain- 
der of my days ſhall joyfully be ſpent in duty, and 
obſervance of your will. 

Sir Jobn. Riſe, Madam, I do forgive you; and 
if you are ſincere in what you ſay, you'll make me 
happier than all the enjoyments in the world with- 
out you could do. 

Job. What a pox! am II to loſe my wife thus? 

Enter Lucy and Lettice. 

Lucy. Oh, Sir! the firangeſt accident has hap- 

pen'd, it has amaz'd us; my lady was in ſo great a 


ſwoon, we thought the had been dead. 


Let. And when ſhe came to herſelf, ſhe proved 


another woman. 


Jeb. Ha, ha, ha! a bull, a bull. 


DEVIL TO PAY. 
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Lucy. She is ſo chang'd, I knew her not; In 
ver ſaw her face before: O lud! is this my lady? 

Let. We ſhall be maul'd again, 

. I thought our happineſs was too great 

Lady. Fear not, my ſervants, It ſhall hereaft 
be my endeavour to make you happy. 

Sir Fobn, Perſevere in this reſolution, and y 
ſhall be bleſt, indeed, for life. 

Enter Nell. 

Nell. My head turns round; I muſt 80 home 
O, Zekel! are you there? 

Job. O lud! is that fine lady my wife! Te- 
I'm afraid to come near her. What can beth 
meaning of this ? 

Sir Jobn. This is a happy change, and III hay 
it celebrated with all the joy I proclaim'd for m 
late ſhort-liv'd viſion. 

Lady. To me tis the happieſt day Jever knew. 

Sir Jobn. Here, Jobſon, take thy fine wife. 

Feb. But one word, Sir Did not 30 
worſhip make a buck of me, under the roſe? 

Sir Jebn. No, upon my honour, Bor ever kifs' 
her lips till-I came from hunting: but ſince ſhe h 
been a means of bringing about this happy-change 
I'll give thee five hundred pounds home with her 
go buy a ſtock of leather. 

Feb. Brave boys! I'm a prince, the printe | 
coblers. Come hither and Kiſs me, W P 
never ſtrap thee more. 

Nell. Indeed, Zekel, J have been in ſuch 
dream, that I'm quite weary of it, [Te Jum 
Foriooth, Madam, will you pleaſe to take j | 
cloaths, and let me hav@mine again ? 

[To Lady Lovenk 

Jeb. Hold your tongue, you fool, they'll fem 
you to go chureh. 22 

Lady. No, thou ſhalt keep them, and I'll pre 
ſerve thine as reliques. 

Jeb. And can your ladyſhip forgive my ſtrappit 
your honour ſo very much ? 

Lady. Moſt freely. The joy of this 
change ſets all things right again. 

Sir Jebn. Let us forget every thing that is pa 
and think of nothing new but joy and pleaſures 


AIR XVI. Hey Boys, up go we. 


Let ev'ry face With _ «peers 
Be Joy in cry breoft, 

Since, from a life of pain and carey. 
We now are truly bleſt. 

Sir John. May ns remembrance of paſs time 
Our preſent pleaſures 254 

Be neugbt but mirth and joy aur crithes 

And ſporting all our toil, 

1 Fm you'll or me leave to ſpeaky 
If I may be fo bold; 

There's naught but the Sel; and this f 
Could ever tame a ſceid. [ #4 


* 
Den 


| Lady. 


Job. 


